A TBIP TO PAEI8.	259
" I know; because I (Jo not know what part of all " this frippery thy pompon is." " It is this, papa," replied the girl, putting up her hand to her head, and showing me, in the middle of her hair, a complication of shreds and rags of velvets, feathers, and ribands, stuck with false stones of a thousand colours, and placed awry. " But what hast thou done to thy hair, "child," said I; "is it blue? is that painted too by "thesame eminent hand, that coloured thy cheeks?" "Indeed, papa," answered the girl, "as I told you " before, there is no painting in the case; but what " gives my hair that bluish cast is the grey powder, "which has always that effect upon dark-coloured "hair, and sets off the complexion wonderfully." "Grey powder, child I" said I, with some surprise: "grey hairs I knew were venerable; but till this mo-" ment I never knew that they were genteel." " Ex-" tremely so, with some complexions," said my wife; " but it does not suit with mine, and I never use it" " You are much in the right, my dear," replied I, " not to play with edge-tools. Leave it to the girl." This, which perhaps was too hastily said, and seemed to be a second part of the Sysigambis, was not kindly taken; my wife was silent all dinner-time, and, I vainly hoped, ashamed. My daughter, drunk with dress and sixteen, kept up the conversation to herself, till the long-wished-for moment of the Opera came, which separated us, and left me time to reflect upon the extravagancies, which I had already seen, and upon the still greater, which I had but too much reason to dread.
From this period, to the time of our return to England, every day produced some new and shining folly,